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broker, tailored by Fifth Avenue's best, and I found he
had come in a swanky little Stutz roadster. He was
affable and charming. His English, on the whole, was
better than mine. He knew very little about the Yezi-
dees, but he knew his Baghdad, and after reflecting a bit,
his advice was shrewd and practical.
"You don't want to go to Gertrude Bell—you don't
want to go to the British at all. They'd either stop you
or send somebody in uniform along, which would be just
as bad. It's in the Mosul region—Nineveh. The ex-
cavations. I know the man who ought to help you."
We went out and got into his roadster, drove north up
Baghdad's main street, around a corner, and entered a
little hand laundry which, with its counters and piled-up
ticketed bundles, was not very much unlike laundries
in that other Baghdad-on-the-subway. The proprietor
was a spectacled, elderly man in his shirt-sleeves, who
turned out to be an antiquarian. The laundry was his
"sideline." He took us to a back room where there were
a roll-top desk and a little iron safe. He dealt in As-
syrian cylinders and other antiquities, in a small way,
with most of the world's big museums. Before I left he
showed me letters from the University of Pennsylvania
and the British Archaeological Society. He had been
many times to Mosul, in connection with the Nineveh
excavations. He knew, if the man could be found, just
the right person to help me, a certain Mechmed Hamdi—
also once employed in connection with the work at
Nineveh, who had been several times among the Yezi-
dees, made a study of the cult, and written a pamphlet
about it, he believed, in Arabic.
Luckily this Mechmed Hamdi was easily found next

